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Lord, save this, thy helpless, friendless servant, from
a fate so dreadful I Oh, Christian friends and neigh-
bors, I appeal to you to rescue me from a life far more
terrible than death in any form! Oh, God, is there no
protection for me in the laws of New York ? I claim
it, by all that is sacred in her past history! Give me
liberty or death! or death I" he repeated, with a
shudder j then c? ,ting one glance of hopeless agony
on his persecutors, he secretly drew from his pocket a
razor, and before he could be prevented he drew it
across his throat, and fell gasping in the midst of his
slave-hunting tormentors, while a collection of by-
standers cried "ShameI shame! on the institution
of Slavery!"

Poor Davis was not dead, but supposing he soon
would be, these gentlemen were requested to give
security, and indemnify the town for all expenses it
might incur on Davis' account. But instead of giving
their bond as requested, they took a sudden start
for Kentucky, where it was very generally desired
they "might remain.

With good treatment, Davis, after a long time, re-
covered sufficiently to be removed by his friends to a
place of safety; and when so far restored as to be able
he returned to Eochester, where he-received assistance
which enabled him to reach Canada. I have often
heard from him during his residence in that country,
where no slaves exist and he has done well, havingme, Oh, dearlasses; bute, to render to thesconsolate wife, who
